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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

Here in the silver snuff of dusk, 

That will put my single candle out, I know, 

Silently, some evening, when the moon hangs low — 

Here in the mellow hush of war 

(War is a hush, that puts your legs on straighter, 

And your torso fitter for the bait of gods), 

I am well. 

Candle or flame or moth — 

Do not worry, do not slip a moment on the yellow path 

Your little feet dance over, as a wild faun on the hills. 

Do not be troubled — 

It is well. 



MY FRIEND 

He ran wild: 

I have seen the stiff butterfly-weed by the road 
Flaming — as he. 

When I asked him — I who could sit every night 
By a snug, safe fire — 
He said: 

"I was a mendicant under the Dark Reign, 
And sat on a dung-hill nine years 
Praying grace. 
God gave me grace — 

I have a wine-cup that is higher than the towers rising over 
Notre Dame. 
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